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station behind a long line of coolies and rickshawmen
to watch the* Imperial Procession. I had not been
standing a minute when a smart little police-
inspector approached me and bowing said some-
thing in Japanese. I shook my head to tell him I did
not understand him. He thereupon pointed his
finger in the direction of the waiting-room. Pretend-
ing not to understand him I waved my hand in the
direction of the route of the Procession to indicate
that I was waiting there to see it pass: then directing
his attention to the long line of coolies and rickshaw-
men in front of me I tried to convey to him that if
these were allowed to stand why should not I be
allowed to do likewise. But he cut the matter short
by taking the end of my sleeve between his fingers
and leading me inside the waiting-room and closing
the door upon me. I was very nearly shaking off the
little fellow from me, but the story of the Englishman
was fresh in my mind and I could not let a trifling
incident like that upset the whole plan of my tour.
So I meekly entered the room, but I was not so
easily to be put away from my purpose. I looked
round for a window and presently came upon a glass-
door through which I watched the whole Procession
perfectly well and more comfortably besides. The
Procession, however, in spite of all its pomp and
circumstance, struck me as singularly devoid of good
taste and looked on the whole artificial and ludicrous
in the extreme. The whole affair was got up in dead
imitation of the English Royal Procession. The
return of the Emperor being only a semi-state occa-
sion, the mode of procedure observed was the same